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One 


Author's Notes: 
This is co-written with Dramady. Lukas did a meet and greet after a gig in Ottawa on the 25th November that 


got a little bit out of hand and this was born from a chat about that. As always *hugs* to Dramady you 


bring out some of the best in me love. 


His chest heaved when he locked the door. He even flipped the metal latch as well. If there'd been a chain-lock, 
he'd have slipped that into place, too. 


Lukas had never been so glad to be alone in his entire life. Ever. 


He leaned back against the door and pulled out his cigarettes from his breast pocket, tapping one out and 
lighting it. The smoke in his lungs soothed him. 


He'd wanted fame. But not like that. If that was fame, it could go fuck itself. Sideways. He pulled out his cell and 
speed-dialed. It was late, he knew, but that might mean he'd actually get through to who he wanted to. To who 


he really needed to talk to. Who would know how to calm him. Who would understand. 


Please, please please.. His cigarette between his index and middle finger, he toyed with the cross around his 
neck--added emphasis for the hoping. 


The phone rang once. Twice.. 
Fuck. He felt his chest squeeze. "Answer the fucking phone!" he growled. "I need you." 


For some reason, Tommy'd not been able to stop fidgeting. He'd been twitching almost since the moment he'd 
woken and neither a session banging skins nor standing with a guitar around his neck had helped. He'd actually 
found himself pacing at one point--not something he was at all happy with. While being wound up wasn't 
anywhere a new experience to him (after all his temper had been a thing of legends at one point), it had been 


a while - a long while - since he'd felt this almost inexplicable frustration. 


"Almost" was the key, wasn't it? He knew the moment, the second even, when that little niggly itch had started 
and he knew the moment it was going to stop too, right down to the landing time. But why it had flared badly 
today, he didn't have a clue. Though he'd kinda gotten used to turning to the phone before it rang, it still sent 
a shiver up his spine and the fact it was ringing now? Not good. Unsurprisingly to him, the receiver almost 
flew into his hand, though and this was something else he didn't really get, his voice remained mostly normal - 


nothing that could be picked up over a phore line, anyway. 
"Luke?" 


"Ah, thank fuck!" Lukas slid down the door, to the floor, his feet tucked under him, as he took another calming 


drag. “Tommy, man. It was like some fucking horror movie, man. | couldn't fucking move." 


Tommy blinked once at the words ‘cause they really didn't make any sense though the emotion behind them 
caught something inside of him that he had to take a moment to control. A reaction he hadn't had in a long 
while, a good few years to say the least. "What's been going on, man?" He took a couple of breaths, letting 
himself relax into the mass of cushions by the phone, closing his eyes, still not prepared to admit what 
listening to Lukas dragging on a cigarette did to him, but needing to be calm for the other man, wanting to help 


him through whatever has gone on. 


"The VIP," Lukas groaned, hating to even think about it. "Off the hook. Chicks grabbing at me, pushing, shoving. | 
got fuckin’ pushed into this girl, she was like lb? And they kept pushing so | fuckin’ sat on her fuckin’ lap and 
they wouldn't let me up! I'm tellin’ her that I'm sorry and tryin to get up and she's like ‘its ok, and it wasn't 
like it was her dream come true, either, when I'm stuck there. Before that, one of ‘em had a fuckin’ death grip 
on my ass and wouldn't let go. And they're shovin' things at me, ‘sign this, over and fuckin’ over, tellin’ me 
they love me and shit." Another deep inhalation finished his cigarette and he had to drag himself to his feet 
enough to walk over to the bedside table and stub it out. "In case you're thinking it sounded like fun? It wasn't, 
man. Not by a long shot. | finally told Jonny that | had to get the fuck out of there and he muscled me out to 
get a smoke, but then | had to go back in and it started again" He fell on the bed, on his back, his eyes closed, 


unable to stop the flow of words once they'd started. "They so weren't ready for that, man. Neither was |. 
And then | had to fuckin’ sing for those freaks." He reached for and lit another cigarette. "Fuckin' feel like I've 
been in a mosh pit, man, on the wrong fuckin’ end. They were screamin’ so loud and yappin' at each other that 
I'm not even sure they fuckin’ listened to me sing. | did the new song | wrote, remember? And fuck if they 


even heard it." He finally trailed off. The last indignity. 


Part of him growled deep and dark, wanting to protect what was his, but that was quickly muted and put away. 
Tommy didn't consider himself in denial, not really, just not wanting to push anything more on to Luke. And in 
all honesty that was probably the best excuse out there. So, now he focused on the young man at the other 
end of the line, as the rest of him felt and understood the pain that Lukas had gone through. Some first times 
where pleasant in this game and others were just a nightmare. "I'm sorry Luke, really | am. Sounds as though 
it was rough and that's saying some. It's good that the fans love you, but | do know how bad that can feel at 
times. I'm just sorry | couldn't come with you, dude. Taken some of that off you.” 


| wish you'd been there too," Lukas said, his voice a whisper over the line, the need evident, he was sure. He 
held his cigarette above him and and looked at it for a long moment before reaching over to stub it out, rolling 
to his side and pulling his knees up to his chest, his necklaces clattering. His negative energy spent, he realized 
how disruptive he might've been, though he hoped against hope that Tommy wouldn't hang up. "Did | wake you 
up? Should | let you go?" 


Shaking his head Tommy smile nearly forgetting that Luke couldn't see it and then chuckling at himself for 
forgetting. "Nah. I've been awake for hours, man. Not sleeping much, man - its too quiet round here for some 
reason" That chuckle became a teasing laugh. "Nah. l'm quite happy laying back on my cushions talking to you. 
If you become too much of a pain I'll tell you, dude." The teasing note quite evident in his voice as he spoke. 
Though the initial need and the wish to be with Lukas had subsided, it was still an ache in the pit of his gut-- 
one that he couldn't quite quash. 


"K" Lukas relaxed more, feeling beyond comforted to hear Tommy's voice, to feel his presence, even if only 
over the phone. After feeling assured came the inevitable response to Tommy's voice. He shifted. "How'd your 


thing go? Good?" 


Tommy closed his eyes for a moment as an old pain surfaced before it was chased away by all that is new in 
his life. "Yeah things are good, glad to be off the road though, doing both Crue and Nova stuff was beginning 
to kill me." Being away from you so much didn't help either. That thought was firmly kept to himself; no point 
in scaring Lukas off. ".. spent sometime with Pamela and the monkeys." There was a soft sigh under those 
words that couldn't really be hidden. "Fucking paparazzi got a few pictures, all I'm doing is giving the mother of 
my children a shoulder and they're making some big deal about it" Wincing slightly, he realised that he sounded 


like a whining old woman, "Sorry about that, man. You didn't need it” 


The reminder that Pamela Anderson was getting a divorce was so not what Lukas needed to hear. He'd been 
trying to ignore that. Ignore all the stuff--speculation-- about her and Tommy getting back together. He 
wanted to claw at her. Get away! He's mine now! You didn't want him! even though he had no right to say, or 


even think, those things. He took a deep-deep breath and thought about another cigarette. "So there's gonna be 


pictures of you two, huh?" He rolled to his stomach to try to mute the knife-pain in his chest. The next words 
came out quietly. "Are you glad that she's free?" For you? 


That question made Tommy blink. What the fuck? "Well, considering that Rob was a fuckhead and screwed her 
around, yeah. Don't want my little ones being brought up by the twat." Suddenly the cushion's became 
uncomfortable as though a lot of little fingers were poking him in the back which had him rolling on to his 
stomach to avoid them, even as they left the hairs on the back of his neck standing up. "She's the boys' Mom 
and | love her to bits. She's one of my best friends - but l'm not in love with her and don't want to be. Just 
want her to be happy, you know.." Like | am, more or less. His voice trailed off really not sure what else to 
say on the subject without blurting out his own feelings which would not be of the good if he did and if Lukas 


was actually in the same room; it would probably quite rightfully earn him a punch on the nose. 


A whole new wave of relief ran through Lukas leaving him almost boneless-feeling. His head fell forward and 
rested on the pillow for a moment, muffling his voice. "That's good," he said. "That you're there for her," he 


added quickly. And not in love with her. Before he could stop himself, he whispered, "I miss you." 


"Miss you too, baby." And the words were out before Tommy could stop them, causing a slight flush to creep 
up his neck. Oh fuck. "Ummm." the receiver made an ominous cracking sound before he realised just how tight 


he was holding it. 


The two things registered nearly simultaneously. The ‘baby' and what sounded like Tommy breaking the phone. 
"Tommy?" Feeling only slightly foolish, Lukas whispered, "you still there?" He rolled from his stomach to his 
side, his heart beating just that little bit faster. 


"Yeah?" He was still there, a little surprised that the phone was in one piece but still listening to Luke on the 
other end of the wire several thousand miles away. And that whisper had a shiver crawling all over him, his 
body beginning to hum with want. "Still here." Help me out here, give me a clue Luke. Well, he hadn't been 
reamed out that had to be a good thing, right? 


Lukas didn't even know what to say or do. This seemed to be the moment to admit.something, but what if 
Tommy didn't feel the same way? Then Lukas would, even over the phone, look like a major jackass. His heart 
was beating hard and his lips were dry. Say SOMETHING! "Call me baby again?" And with that, his cheeks were 
burning and he wanted to crawl under something, his hand a tight fist around the phone. 


What he wanted to do was was jump up and down and dance round the room. What Tommy actually did was 
breathe "Baby." down the phone, his voice darkening and deepening as desire and need coloured his accent and 
tone. "Wish | could say this to your face, not over the phone." Taking a deep breath rolling back over on to his 
back, his emotional reactions and feelings for the other man becoming physical causing a minute catch in his 


breath ".. want you baby, want you so bad, Luke." 


The first thing Tommy heard over the line was a soft, high-pitched whimper and a rustling as Lukas suddenly 
couldn't stay still, or on the bed for that matter, moving away from what it meant. He rolled from the bed to 
his feet, pacing from one end of the room to the other, phone pressed tightly to his ear. "Tommy..." Lukas 


found a far wall and slid down it, knees to his chest, arms around his legs. "Fuck. | want..you. Too. I've never. 


Not like this. Not like what you do to me... 


"Breathe Lukas, breathe." Tommy voice becoming slightly lighter more teasing. "You've never what, lov..baby?" 
He stumbled slightly in the sentence, wanting to call Lukas ‘lover’ and still not sure how that would go over, not 
sure of where they stood beyond their obvious need for one another and either way, they weren't in a 


vacuum there were other people this was going to impact on however.. whatever it was. 


‘I've never wanted a guy, before. Not like this." Lukas had to whisper the words. And he cursed that his ciggies 
were across the room. And that Tommy was thousands of miles away. "But it's you and you're so fuckin’ hot 
He was blushing more and maybe it was good that they were thousands of miles away, because he was making 


an ass of himself. 


Tommy chuckled lightly at the comment, body now singing, in fact, point blank aching, the hurt telling him he 
really needed to do something about the fact that his cock was confined in a extremely tight pair of hipster 
jeans and right about now more than anything wanted to be buried in Lukas's hot ass. He told it very firmly to 
shut the fuck up. "Thank you for the compliment you're not exactly a glacier yourself, man" Biting his lip for a 
moment, he pushed his doubts about where this was going away, needing to deal with what Lukas was going 
through half a world away from him. "You know what I'd do with you if you were here? I'd start by kissing 
you, just lips against lips at first, then I'd want your tongue and mouth want to get to know how you taste to 
me. Then when we needed to breathe, I'd slip my fingers up under your shirt just stroking the skin ‘til you 
were used to the touch and craving more." Talking to the singer like this wasn't doing him any good at all; his 
dick wasn't going to be ignored any longer. He had to undo his jeans for comfort's sake if nothing else. 


When Tommy’d finished talking, all Lukas could hear was a buzz in his head. Ohmyfuckinggod kept repeating 
after that. And then there was his cock, which suddenly filled with blood and aching between his legs. "Jesus," 
he breathed as he stretched his legs and adjusted himself, not daring to do more than that at the moment. 


"You're gonna fuckin’ make me come," he whispered. 


At that, Tommy almost purred. "That's what | want baby, want you to come for me so! can hear you, so you 
know I've got you, that you can fall and I'll catch you." And fuck everyone else. His own fingers feathered over 
his own hot flesh, drawing a hiss as he began to speak again. "Then the shirtd come off before | kissed you 
again, nothing gentle this time before | started moving down your body, sucking and biting at your nipples 
before | came to my knees so that | can tease around your belly button, maybe cupping you through your 


pants, feeling how hard you are for me. Would you be Luke? Hard for me?" 


"Yes," Lukas hissed, cradling the phone between his ear and his shoulder to scrabble at his belt and jeans, 
undoing them and freeing his erection with a sound half sigh of relief and half groan Any nervousness he'd 
been feeling about his apparent bisexuality was gone, never to be seen again. He'd wanted this for so long that 
he wasn't going to let this opportunity go by. That and he couldn't tell Tommy no. He couldn't refuse Tommy 
anything. "So hard for you, Tommy. Fuck Fuck." He closed his eyes, trying to imagine what Tommy was so 
vividly describing as he wrapped his hand around his cock, not daring to move it in fear that he'd come all 


over himself. 


"You got your hand on your dick, baby?" The words were almost a whisper that finished on a soft sound as 


Tommy brushed his thumb over the head of his cock. 


"Yeah. You do too, don't you?" Lukas tried to imagine it. Tried to remember what he saw from the pictures 


he'd found online. He groaned low in his throat. 


‘Oh yeah." A soft moan left Tommy's throat as he tightened his fist around himself, staving off what his 
body needed for a little while longer. "And if you were okay with me squeezing you through your jeans, I'd 
unzip you, stroke you a couple of times, possibly hold your balls before | do the one thing I've been wanting to 
do almost from the first time you exploded on that stage. I'd lick the head just getting that first taste before 
taking you in my mouth, sucking you down my throat as it opened up for you, taking all of you in, trying to 
suck you dry." Make you forget anyone else There was a dark possessive flash that accompanied that thought, 
one that he firmly pushed away. He was way past that. He'd grown through that, been through far too much 
to allow himself to feel like that.. ever. 


Yet, if Tommy could've seen into the phone line, all he'd have seen was the singer, wanting, face tense, hand 
hovering on his thigh. Pleaseplease. Make me yours... He let himself stroke, just once, his leaking dick, his eyes 
screwed tightly shut, intent on picturing what the man on the other end of the line was so vividly describing. 
“Tommy,” Lukas whispered in barely a breath. "Fuck. Wanna with you." 


That tone-- the way those words were said-- would have had Tommy whimpering if he'd any breath in his 
chest to do so. Drawing much needed air back into his lungs, his own voice a harsh whisper, "You're gonna." 
the words a promise of probably more than he knew. But right then, two things he did know: he was going to 
make them both come now and then when Lukas was home he was gonna do it all over again in person. "Come 
on, Luke. Wanna hear you come for me, baby, like you'll be coming down my throat when | have you in my 
mouth, sucking on you, licking you, feeling you expanding and get harder, your balls tightening just before you 
explode and | really taste you for the first time. Come on baby, that's it. Let go." 


And, as if Tommy was in front of him, his eyes on him, Lukas nodded, his tongue running over his dry lips, his 
hand moving in the rhythm of Tommy's words, eyes closed, head back, one leg hitched to the side. 
"Motherfucker," he growled as his back arched and he let himself imagine the drummer touching him. Then he 


vaguely feel the fluid splatter his chest, coating his hand as his whole body rocked with perhaps the most 


intense orgasm he'd had in his whole life. 


The sound of Lukas letting go had to be one of the best rushes of Tommy's life, the thought disintegrating 
under the onslaught of his own release as Lukas's name unashamedly left this lips, come spattering his 
stomach and hand as he squeezed the last drop through the tip. Still breathing heavily, laughter rang through 
his voice. "You feeling better now, lover?" And this time he couldn't care less about the term, cause in his 
eyes and his heart that's what Lukas was: his lover. 


"Yeah," his lover gasped, his smile obvious in his voice. Lukas's cock was still half-hard and he stroked it lightly, 


enjoying the aftershocks that sizzled up his spine as he listened to Tommy breathe. "But | still miss you." 


"And | miss you too." Shucking his shirt, he cleaned up before tossing it out the way, cleaning the final mess 
off his hands by licking his fingers noisily down the phone, teasing the man at the other end. "When you home, 
Luke?" His voice soft carrying more emotion than probably it should, but right now he didn't care. 


"Ah, fuck," Lukas whined over the line. "Not soon enough. Tomorrow. | think | get in at like, five?" Come and get 
me? “Will you be there?" 


"l'Il come and get you, be in the limo waiting for you." Wish | could meet you at the gate. "No prying eyes that 
way." No one to see me kiss the breath from you. His body was way ahead of his mind as his cock starting to 
twitch back into life at the the thought of having Lukas home, back in their home. Oh fuck. And the moment 
passed as it fell into place as it should. "Can't wait, baby." 


The thought that eyes would have anything to pry into had Lukas gasping again. Sure they'd played for the 
cameras, right? But this was real. (And if he was honest with himself, that playing had been so real, too.) The 
come on his chest and hand was real. Tommy's voice on the other end, full of promise, was real. The time 
between now and when he'd arrive in LAX was motherfucker real. His sudden exhaustion was real. He rolled to 
his knees and then, shakily, to his feet, toeing out of his shoes and stepping out of his jeans. He couldn't take 
off his shirt without moving the phone from his ear and he wasn't doing that. "Can't wait, either, Tommy," he 
said, almost shyly, as he ambled into the bathroom and grabbed a towel to wipe himself off. He looked in the 
mirror in the murky light from the nightlight the hotel had installed. And he smiled at his reflection, imagining 


Tommy's eyes on him. "Call me ‘lover’ again?" 


And his smile grew wider as the purr of a word came over the line. 


